Midnight

had gripped and fascinated Rusco's unhappy
wife.

Despite her protest, it was as " Rusco's
wife " that he thought of her; never for one
instant as his own beloved*

As he looked into her eyes, it was as though
he saw not only this one victim of blind passion,
but behind her a deep abyss more ancient than
the visible world; and from the depths he
thought there uprose wails and cries of a
myriad tortured spirits.

Mariota saw his face grow ashen white, and
in its pallor it appeared terrible.

Still he gripped her hands; but so cold was
his grip that it struck fear into her heart,
turning her blood from fire to ice.

With anguished eyes she gazed up at him,
and gazing trembled. This man she had hoped
to dominate now seemed as far beyond her as
if he were of another race.

A gulf yawned between her soul and his* In
his actual presence, even beneath the gaze of
his eyes, and with his hands touching her hands,
she was alone.

He released her hands.

" Lady Rusco," he said, " shut this night's
happenings from out your memory; I too
will bury them in oblivion/*

Mariota gazed at him with mingled awe and
tertor. *Wnen the great loneliness had come
upon her an, instant ago, all her vigour ebbed,
and left her hopeless, inert. She felt that hence-